"No" said the conjurer sadly: "I wish I could; for then I could
make money enough to come off this tiresome cross and send my
message in print all over the world. But I am no author. I have
composed a handy sort of short prayer with, I hope, all the
essentials in it. But God inspires me to speak, not to write."
"Writing is useful" said the Arab. "I have been inspired to
write many chapters of the word of Allah, praised be His name!
But there are fellows in this world with whom Allah cannot be
expected to trouble himself. His word means nothing to them; so
when I have to deal with them I am no longer inspired, and have
to rely on my own invention and my own wit. For them I write
terrible stories of the Day of Judgment, and of the hell in which
evildoers will suffer eternally. I contrast these horrors with en-
chanting pictures of the paradise maintained for those who do the
will of Allah. Such a paradise as will tempt them, you under-
stand: a paradise of gardens and perfumes and beautiful women.**
"And how do you know what is the will of Allah?" said the
conjurer.
"As they are incapable of understanding it, my will must serve
them for it instead" said the Arab. "They can understand my
will, which is indeed truly the will of Allah at second hand, a little
soiled by my mortal passions and necessities, no doubt, but die
best I can do for them. Without it I could not manage them at all.
Without it they would desert me for the first chief who promised
them a bigger earthly plunder. But what other chief can write a
book and promise them an eternity of bliss after their death with
all the authority of a mind which can surround its own inventions
with the majesty of authentic inspiration?"
"You have every qualification for success" said the conjurer
politely, and a little wistfully.
"I am the eagle and the serpent" said the Arab. "Yet in my
youth I was proud to be the servant of a widow and drive her
camels. Now I am the humble servant of Allah and drive men for
Him. For in no other do I recognize majesty and might; and with
Him I take refuge from Satan and his brood."
"What is all this majesty and might without a sense of beauty
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